*    The Sound of Arrows    *
that countryside, and the royal train, as it passed through,
looked in comparison fleeting and unsubstantial.

The village at the foot of Popa was reached as on
previous occasions, and on the third morning at dawn
the ascent was begun. When the sun rose the proces-
sion was still winding its way up towards the shoulder
where lay the shrine of the Mahagiri. At a point where
the trees had thinned out into a region of park-land, the
King, whose palanquin was near the front, suddenly
called a halt. He was observed to sniff and, turning to
those about him, said quickly:

'Did you smell that scent? An intolerably sweet
odour seemed to drift over me for an instant/

No one had smelt anything, though there had been
many walking beside him.

'The perfume was very strange/ he continued, eas if
it came from another world of being/

As he said this, the men near him noticed a change
in his face. It grew curiously impassive; the eyes were
wider open than usual but more opaque, All stared
at him in alarm.

Presently a voice came from his lips, unlike his usual
voice, a voice that screeched:

*I hear the sound of arrows, I hear the sound of
clouding arrows!" At this he seemed to fall forward in a
fit, for when they raised him he was unconscious.

The Queen, whose palanquin was close behind, saw
and heard everything. If ever there was a woman, calm
and sophisticated, it was she, but the occasion was so
strange and sudden that she was deeply shaken. She
looked, almost it seemed fot help, at Chang Hsien
Ch'ung, who was near by.